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	Molten

**_I'm hoping to make this into less of a fluffy story. Slightly angsty, with a touch of a lot of unresolved issues, etc. _**

**_Let me know if you like it! _**

* * *

><p><em>Left, left, right, left, right, left, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, left, right. <em>

I could feel the sweat pool at the small of my back, streaming from the back of my neck, all the way down my spine. My arms were covered in it, shoulder to wrist. It fell in droplets down my temples. My legs felt drenched in it beneath the sweatpants I had on. I let the anger fuel me as I pounded on the boxing bag again and again.

_Left, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, right, left, left, right, left, right, left, right. _

Dad's words kept going through my mind, urging me to punch harder. I could almost see him holding the boxing bag in place like he did when he first started training me. Giving me an outlet. My arms were starting to hurt; a dull ache beginning to form in my biceps. It could have been hours since I started. I kept pushing myself, trying to hold onto to the volatile rage that had bubbled up inside me ever since I got sent here, ever since my mother announced that she was shipping me off to this godforsaken place because she couldn't handle it anymore.

She couldn't handle me.

I'll be the first to admit that I was not the daughter she wanted. I was not a daughter any mother would want. Or any father would wish for. I was not soft or gentle, I had no use for lady-like manners. I was not polite; I was not feminine. I was volcanic and unreliable and more trouble than I'm worth as my mother would constantly say every time I came home late, after nights spent roaming the streets with my friends, drinking and smoking while still underage. My school work was better than ever, but that was very small consolation for my parents who quickly grew weary and tired of my rebellious ways.

I was not my long-gone sister and that much was evident by the way my mother looked at me every day. Such dread, such pity. Uncertain of how to handle me. Uncertain of what to do with this problematic child she suddenly found herself saddled with. So my mother had come up with only one solution. If she couldn't restrict me in the house back in Hawaii she was going to send me to the place that trapped her when she was my age.

La Push, Washington.

Rage bubbled again and I clung to it. Rage was easy. Rage was familiar and comforting. I knew what it tasted like, I knew what it felt like surging through my veins. Rage was something I could handle and I could not lose my hold on it, not even for a second. Because if I did, I'd be forced to face what lay underneath it and it was an emotion that was as strange to me as this middle-of-nowhere reservation.

Fear.

Everything about La Push scared me. From my wheel-ridden grandfather whom I'd never met before, staring at me with eyes as black as night and making me feel smaller and more insignificant than ever, to the colossal trees that surrounded the settlement, drenching everything in shadow. And the people. So unlike me. I stuck out like a sore thumb in their midst with my tanned skin – not nearly as dark as their russet color – and my strange-colored hair and my light colored irises and my 5'7 frame and build that was so unlike the slender, petite forms of the women around here.

I felt like an alien. Plucked away from a sunny, vibrant planet and brought to a place where everything was green and grey, drowning out the rest of the world. Like a lone star in a faraway galaxy. Lost. Isolated.

I finally collapsed against the boxing bag. Sore and breathing hard. I felt unreasonable tears fight their way to my eyes and a lump forming in my throat, making it even harder to breathe. I let myself fall on the ground. Crumpled, like a forgotten toy.

It'd been barely a week. I was meant to attend school in the reservation the coming week. I couldn't imagine it. My brain couldn't process it. I was alone. Abandoned by everyone.

My aunt Rebecca and her husband Paul had washed their hands clean of her responsibility to my grandpa now that I was here. She'd told me that it would do me good to take care of him on my own. Truth to be told, I thought she was glad to rid herself of that burden. Ungrateful as she was of what she had.

With jerky movements I took off my gloves and started working on the tape I had used on my hands before I started. Boxing was a rare treat these days. My time was spent taking care of the small cabin-like house. Tending to my grandfather. Making food for him and me. Running errands. Driving him to various locations in the reservation and even as far as the next small town over, Forks. He'd introduced me to a lot of people. Everyone knew now that the prodigal Black daughter had sent her freak of a daughter back home to straighten up.

My uncle Jacob and his wife Bella, the daughter of the local sheriff, did their best to make this a little bit less hard for me. But I wouldn't let them help me. I couldn't let them see what kind of mess I was really, so I was polite and cold and distant to them in hopes that they'd leave me be in my newfound prison. They'd offered to introduce me to my cousins so that I would have someone to spend time with. I'd turned them down, even making a half-hearted attempt at a joke by saying that I was more of a lone wolf.

A man named Embry and his wife Leah had come by the house a couple of times to talk to grandpa. They, too, had kids around my age and offered to introduce them but they'd gotten the same reply as Jacob and Bella. They even went as far as to mention other couples in the area that had teenagers and if I'd want to be introduced. No. No. No. No one needed to bear witness to my punishment.

"The Spirits would think that you hold a grudge against them by the way you release your anger, little one" came my grandpa's baritone voice from the garage door.

I looked up at him from where I sat cross-legged on the stone ground. He wheeled himself around with the ease of a man that had been doing it for years. He held himself with the pride befitting the Tribe Chief. His long hair had long since faded to silver, but it only made him look even more regal. A savage king, some would say. His russet skin had also grown darker with age, his face marred with wrinkles. But his dark eyes were as lively as ever. Looking at him made me feel like a child again, helpless and pitiful.

Had this poor man not gone through enough already? Why was my mother so eager to put a burden like me on his shoulders?

"The Spirits should know the anger in my heart well already" I muttered. "It's been there long enough"

He wheeled himself closer to me. Barely two feet away.

"You shouldn't be angry at your mother. She's only trying her best" he said calmly.

"Like she tried her best when she abandoned her family all those years ago?" I spat out bitterly. "I suppose, yes, it's the thing she knows to do best – abandon her family that is"

The old man had no reply for me. No words of comfort. And just for a second I could see the pain of a father whose children had left the home and the guilt of a man that was rid of the use of his legs and forever made himself a burden to his loved ones. He and I were the same, I suppose, although our handicaps were different. What a pair…

"I invited over your uncle and a few of his friends and their wives. They will bring along the children" he said after a moment's pause. "It would do you good to have some company of your own age"

"I'm a lone wolf, grandpa, remember?" I stood and walked behind him, gripping the handles of his wheelchair gently. "I need no others"

"The lone wolf does not survive without his pack" he said, leaning back and allowing me to wheel him back to the house.

"It must when its pack deserts it" I murmured.

There they were again, those unreasonable tears. I swallowed them down. They tasted like blood in my mouth. Bitter. Acidic. And dangerous if they ever managed to spill.

"What time are we expecting company?" I asked to change the subject.

"You have just enough time to make yourself presentable. The girls are bringing food, so you need not trouble yourself with dinner tonight. I'm sure Sam will get a barbeque started in the backyard too" he sighed and stopped me on the porch. "Go. Have a shower and wear clean clothes. It'll make you feel better"

"Sure, grandpa" I tried not to roll my eyes at him and dropped a kiss on his wrinkled forehead instead. _Like anything could make me feel better. _"Yell if you need anything"

The house was barely big enough for the two of us. I was currently staying in my uncle's old room. I couldn't stand being surrounded by my mother's presence. See her as a teenager in all the pictures in her old room. Her and my aunt Rebecca. The posters of bands she liked. Her old things. Even her old clothes were hanging in the closet. Things she'd left behind when she eloped with a surfer in Hawaii.

I showered quickly, ignoring the slight coldness of the water. Brushed my teeth. Combed the unruly curly mess that was my hair. In an effort to make myself look more presentable, I pulled it back in a small bun at the back of my head and straightened my bangs. No need to look a mess, even though I felt like one. I applied some eyeliner and mascara, foregoing foundation and concealer. The skin under my eyes was slightly darker, but then again trying to conceal them would be useless. They wouldn't go away either way. I dressed myself in jeans and an old grey sweater I'd found in the room. It must have been my uncle's because it was a lot bigger. It hung loose around my neck, showing my collarbones. They'd become more protruded the less I ate. The sleeves fell over my hands, obscuring them completely. I heard voices fill the house as I put my black docs on. I took my time tying the brightly colored, mismatched laces. Pink and blue. It matched my hair.

I took one last look at myself in the mirror. Oval-shaped face. Hazel eyes. Hair that was half blue and half pink. A small stud on my nose. A silver ring on the right corner of my lower lip. Four little rings on each ear. I took out the small pendant that permanently hung around my neck from a black string. The rune carved on it was painted over with fading black paint against the cool grey metal. It reminded me of her, faintly, and I clung to it as I swung the bedroom door open.

The voices were loud and boisterous and happy. A peek in the kitchen showed four women standing about, laughing as they chatted to each other. A glance out the window showed a bunch of burly, tall men in the backyard getting the barbeque started and my grandpa sitting amongst them.

Feeling panic rise in my chest again, I slipped quietly back into the room to take a few much needed deep breaths. It did nothing. I still felt panicky. So I opened the window and slowly slid outside, grabbing the familiar blue packet I kept hidden behind the curtains and a small black lighter.

The first drag of the cigarette was the best. The nicotine surging through my system in a rush that turned my limbs to goo. Much needed. Much wanted. I inhaled the smoke and felt it go down to my lungs. My head grew a bit hazy for a minute, but I ignored it. I needed it. I needed this.

"Smoking is bad for you. Not to mention illegal, since you're only seventeen"

I nearly screamed in fright. I turned sharply to face the onlooker, with wide eyes.

The boy couldn't be older than me, yet his height and built was misleading. He was well over six feet tall, with broad shoulders and drool-worthy muscular arms. Despite the cold he was wearing a short sleeved black top and black cut offs. And a pair of biker's boots. There was a leather band around his wrist with a wolf carving on it. His hair was longer than I expected, inky locks falling over his eyes. And his eyes… they were a very strange color indeed. The kind of hazel that could not decide whether it was green or blue and changed as he moved. He was staring at me intensely.

"Go ahead then. Tell on me" I said with a shaky voice. "See if I care, pretty boy"

He smirked then. The kind of smirk that practically oozes sin. He approached me with slow, calculated steps and I tried to fight the urge to back away. Predatory. That was probably the best way to describe him. His movements were lithe, graceful. He was intimidating. Made my hearth thump faster the closer he came.

"I think we can avoid that as long as you put that out" he said in a low voice when he was standing barely half a food away from me.

"And why would I want to do that?" I took another drag from my cigarette in challenge, with a bravado I was obviously faking.

"It's a shame for such a beautiful girl to be smoking" he raised one eyebrow.

"Fuck that. Don't tell girls what to do. You're not the boss of anyone" I snarled, walking a few steps back. "Leave me to smoke in peace"

I took another quick drag and turned my back to him. If he could hear my heart, he'd know how scared I really was. I felt him move even closer. The hair at the back of my neck stood up in alarm at his proximity.

"I don't think I will" his voice was barely a whisper, right by my ear.

I took a shaky breath as quietly as I could. I tried not to flinch away and smoked the rest of my cigarette without a second glance at him. But his presence was so overpowering. All around me. Everywhere at once. It felt stifling. I moved away from him as soon as I was done. Nearly running to the back of the house. Some instinct in me, or possibly the child I still harbored inside, pushed me to run towards my grandpa.

"Here you are, Sarah!" my uncle's boisterous voice called from where he was setting up the barbeque. "We thought we'd have to send a search party after you"

"No need, Jake" his voice behind me made me stiffen. "I found her for you"

"Good job, Josh" my grandpa looked up at me, his eyes questioning. "Though next time I'd prefer it if you didn't scare my granddaughter half to death while you're at it"

The laughter that erupted around me made me blush and want to run and hide again. Grandpa must've sensed it. His large, calloused palm engulfed my smaller one in a rare show of affection and comfort. His smile was soft and gentle.

"Well, as we're at it, we might as well start introductions" uncle Jacob said, straightening up. "Everyone, this is my niece, Sarah. Sarah, this is…"

He lost me before he even started. The feeling of _his_ eyes on my back wouldn't let me concentrate. And when he moved closer, I nearly lost it and bolted. But my grandpa's hand grounded me, rubbing the back of my hand soothingly. He knew. The old man had to know. Something wasn't right. My instincts were on high alarm, warning me of a predator near me and urging me to run. Hide. Disappear. Make myself so small I wouldn't be considered a threat. Do _something_.

"Goodness, you're shivering" suddenly Bella was at my side. "It's kind of cold. Let's go inside, dear"

She pried me away from grandpa gently, turning me towards the direction of the house. I heard the men say something, but didn't pay much attention. Inside, it was definitely warmer and I felt like I could breathe easier as soon as I was out of _his _sight.

"Is there anything I can do to help?" I asked, immediately going to pull out plates and cutlery for everyone.

"Thank you, Sarah" Bella's smile was sweet and gentle.

I let out a small sigh and leaned against the counter when they weren't looking. _Pull yourself together girl_. _Just make it through a couple of hours. That's all. You're fine. You're safe. You're alright. _

But I still wanted to bolt for the garage and the boxing bag.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Please reviewfavorite/follow. **_


End file.
